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FOREWORD 

Written during the horrors of the unjust and cruel 
war forced by Germany upon civilisation, these plays, 
founded on actual incidents, may serve to keep alive 
remembrance of some of the barbarous outrages per- 
petrated by the Hon on innocent and wretched peoples. 
The attitude of many who took no active part in the 
recent strife is to urge people to forget as quickly as 
possible that such cowardly brutalities were ever com- 
mitted and to insist, now that peace has come through 
the defeat-at-arms of the Prussian hordes, that busi- 
ness and social relations be resumed with Germany 
&3 in pre-war days. I contend that no civilised human 
being who is a free agent will do either. Whenever 
we are asked to speak to or trade with Germans let 
us glimpse back but a few years and recall the atroci- 
ties in Belgium and Northern France from which the 
populations of those devastated lands will suffer for 
generations. German soil is untouched. She is pre- 
paring to flood the world with her agents in order to 
restore the prestige she lost by her wanton, dastardly 
and atrocious acts. She will again attempt to under- 
mine the business of civilised countries, betray the 
hospitality of their citizens and spread foul German 
propaganda in every decent community. It is for 
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FOHEWORD 

civilised peoples to take their stand nam against sach 
an invasion. And they mil if they remember the 
old, the crippled, the women and little children done to 
death, from the air, in poverty-stricken districts; if 
they revive in their minds the Dmrders at sea of poor 
fishermen and the sailors and passengers on unde- 
fended ships; if they keep ever-present the loathing 
they felt when their gallant sons, brothers and hus- 
bands who went to France in the sacred canse of 
Liberty were poisoned aa vermin by the cowardly and 
malignant Prussian. War had at one time a majesty. 
As conducted by the Prussian hordes, led by their 
infamous officers, it descended to actions more unspeak- 
able than history records of the savage or the beast. 
Let civilisation grasp the all-too-evident fact that they 
are a race apart, unfit to associate with, and the great 
lesson of the terrible holocaust will have been learnt 
and some definite good come out of the years of travail. 
Already German propaganda is spreading throughout 
the United States. It is primarily directed against 
America's strongest ally — Great Britain. Individu- 
als and newspapers of pro-German sympathies daily 
attack at street comers, in meetings, and in print the 
country through whose intervention civilisation was 
saved, the waterways of the world held open, the Ger- 
man fleet rendered powerless, so that troops came from 
every comer of the world in order that barbarity could 
be crushed. When men attack Great Britain from the 
platform or in print they become self-accused German- 
sympathisers, and as such are a danger in civilised com- 
[vi] 
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FOREWORD 

mnnities. It is the duty of every citizen irbo loves 
liberty and fair-play to counteract by every means in 
his or her power the dangerous, inaidious teachings of 
BQch German-sympatbisersj masquerading under many 
gniaes, against the country that has given to the United 
States the groundwork of her just laws and the inspira- 
tion of her glorious Freedom. 

J. Habtut Manhirs. 
December, 1919. 



[vU] 
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"Hell watch over the weakest 
Unta the 'All Clear,' " 

[From a hymn written by a child, aged 7 years, u 
a pra7er to God for protection daring the Hun air 
raids over the poverty-strickeD sections of London. 
Poor women and little children were the chief sufferers 
from this form of German barbari^.] 



[11] 
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THE PERSONS IN THE PROTEST. 

Matthkit Blovnt, D.D. 

"Varnuh" 

"Leooy" 

NORAH 

The inddent, true in substance, veracious in detaUj 
occnra in an nnhappj' section of London wliere tb( 
struggle for life is keenest, the opportunities for joj 
remote. Into these wretched districts the incomparabtt 
(!) German warriors brought desolation and violenl 
death. Of sach brutes is the kingdom of the Hun. 
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ALL CLEAR 

Notet.—"TAKE COVER" in six-inch letters. 
The "WARNING" is the explosion of n bomb. 
The "ALL CLEAR" signal is a bugle call by boy 

scouts — "Da, da!". 

T\e incident take* place tn a little room in a tenement 
koute. It it about kalf-patl-eight at night tn the 
earlg winter. A moaning wind rite* and fallt, 
whittle* and tcreamt without. It doet not diiturb the 
play of a tturdy little boy of ten and a thin, pale, 
active little girl of nine. Both are of the very poor. 
Their clothei have been repeatedly mended. Their 
boot* are broken. But their tpiritt are high and their 
voicet thrill at they bend their bett energiet to the 
taek in hand. 

In ike fire^ace a dim fire m ftebly tmouldering. On 
the hob it a kettle. Sard by a battered, grimy dretier 
hold* ike few utentUt neceitary for the meagre ipantt 
of the occupantt. A rough table mith a faded,- cheap 
cloth it tet for tupper. It contiitt of half a loaf 
of bread and tome margarine. A cup and laucer 
ttand ready for the war-time ttimulant of the very 
poor — tea. 

The room it below the itreet level. A tmall, tquare win- 
dow lookt out into the area. The Hind it drawn. 
The street door opent direct from the area into the 
[18] 
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room. Some lix itepi teparaie the room from the 
ttreet. 

A flickering oil lamp burnt unsteadily on the centre of 
the table. Two bedt are in the far comer. One i» 
very small. 

The game on which the children are intent it knonm at 
"Zeppt" and graphically, through the medium of a 
child's obtervation, portrays the outttanding features 
of the early Zeppelin raids on the city of London. 

The little boy hat smeared on a large piece of soUed 
paper mitk the blacJc heads of used matches the words 
"Take Cover," and has pinned it on the front of his 
ragged jacket. He is ttanding at the top of the steps, 
very erect, thotUderi weU back, and head high. 

BOT 

Are ye ready? 

GIRL 

Where will I be? 

BOT 

Walk across aa if ye ^^os in the street. 

OIRL 

All right! [Bun* across to the comer where the 
beds are.] 

BOY 

Go! An' not too fast! [Girl walks daintUy across, 
picking her steps. Boy, tapping hit chest with the "No- 
tice" on it and assuming as deep and commanding 
[14] 
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a voice at he can muiUr."] Take Cover! Take Cover! 
Down to tlie cellar! ladoora everyone! Qnick as ;ou 
can! Take Cover! Take Cover! [He move* aloKty 
donit the ttept. The little girl give* a cry and niu 
back near the fireplace, moaning, and pretting ker 
finger* to her ear* at though to that out the lovnd of 
gum. The bay rutket to the fireplace, teart off the 
paper, taket up the fire-iront, clambert up on to the 
table, and criet.] Boom! Boom! Splatter! Boom! 
Boom! Boooi! Crash! [Throwt the fire-iront on the 
floor.] 

OIBL 

[Faintly.] Oil! 

BOT 

Loader! 

SIBL 

Oh! 

BOT 

Much loader! Ye've been bit! 

GIRL 

[Loudtg.] Oh! 

BOT 

Fall down! [The little girl foli*.] Go on! "My 
head! My head!" 

My head? My head! 

Bor 
Goon! [Excitedlg.] Die! Ah-h-h! 
[15] 
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OIRL 

Ah-h-hl [5Ae clotei her eget and faUi gtngerlg 
back.] 

BOY 

[Jump» down and tnaichet up tht "Notice," pint it 
on again, rum up ike ttept, and in a deep voice callt.^ 
"All Clear!" [Girl nti up.] Lie down) Ye're dead! 
[Girl fallt back.] "All Clear!" [Movea donm the 
ttept.] Ab! One struck here! Bod business! 
[Marchet acrott and lookt down at little girl.] Bear, 
dear, dear! Her bead blown off! Very bad business! 
Poor thing! Gi'e me a 'and, Alf! We'll taike 'er to 
the mortcb'ry! [Bendt down to pick her up.] 'Eavy, 
ain't she? 
[A loud knock toundt at the ttreet door. The girl 

tpringt up frightenedlj/.] 

BOY 
[In a mhitper.] Wait a minitl [He pickt up the 
fire-iront and putt them back in the fireplace, taket off 
the "Notice" and cruihet it into a ball which he thmttt 
into hit iroutert pocket.] 
[Knock at door it heard again.] 

Bor 
[Whitpert.] All right! [The little girl runt up the 
ttept and opent the door. A grave, middle-aged, weary- 
looking man in the garb of a clergyman of the Church 
of England ii ttanding patiently. He it the Reverend 
Matthew Blount.] 

[16] 
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ALL CLEAR 





BLOUNT 


Mm. Drind lives here? 


Yes, sir. 


GIRL 




BWCNT 


Is she in? 






OlHI, 


No, sir. 





BLODNT 

Oh! Wm she be long? 



BLOUNT 

[Coiuttlting hit match.'l Ten minutes to nine. 

OIRL 

No, sir. She won't be long. 

BLOUNT 

{^Coming in, elating the door, talking down the ttept 
and looking at the flntked boy and the excited little 
girl.^ Are yon her children? 

OIBL 

{_Shaking her head-l No, sir. 

BOT 

[Pointing to the tmall bed in the corner.] That's 
hers. 

[17] 
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BLOUNT 

IGoe* over and looks at the little bed.} Boy? 

BOT 

[DUdMnfMUy.} Nsa. 

BU>UMT 

How old is she? 

GIKI. 

Three, sir. 

BOT 

Go on! Look at her. Ye can't wake her. 
Doctor's given her a dranght. 

BLOUNT 

[Turning back the cover and looking at the iteeping 
chad.] Is she iU? 

eiRL 
Yes, sir. 

BOT 

Only a cold. 

OWL 

We're minding her. 

BOV 

She is. I'm keepin' 'er company. 

BLOUNT 

[Smiling.] What's your name? 

BOT 

"Varnish." 

[18] 
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BLODNT 

[Lavghing.'] Why? 

BOY 

'Cause me faice is alwa's shiny. Hera is "Leggy." 
Look at 'em! [Pointing' at the little girl't long legi 
which the thortnett of her dreu accent»ate;\ 

BLOUNT 

And what are your other names F 
omL 

Bor 
Balch, 

BLOUNT 

I've not seen yon at St. Luke's. 

BOY 

Naa. 

OIBL 

[Shake$ her head.'] 

BL017NT 

Don't yon go to church? 

BOT 

Mother does. I mind the kids. 

oniL 
Me, too. 

[19] 
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BLOUNT 

Where do you live? 

OIRL 

3 Flint's Rents. 

Bor 
1 Mason Mews. 

■ LOVNT 

{Making note in book.'] I'll call on your mothers. 

BOY 

Better not! Mine's a Methydist 

GIRL 

An' mine's Salvation Army. 

BLOUNT 

I'll call, jnst the same. 

Bor 
All right! But I warned ye! 

BLOUNT 

Your mothers might like you to have a little holiday 
in the conntry. 

SOT 

Mine wouldn't, 

OIBL 

Nor mine. She couldn't spare me. She's away all 

day — saime as Mrs. Drind — on'y Mother's home by six. 

[20] 
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Then I come 'ere till nine an' watch 'er. [Pointing to 
the little bed.] 

Bor 

I don' want to go, anyway, [Shake* hit head.] I'd 
miBS it alL 



What would yon, miss? 

BOY 

The Zepps. See the raid larst night? 

Bl«UNT 

iStghe.] Yes. 

BOT 

I didn't think it was mnch to maike a fms about 



BIiOUMT 

Didn't yon? 

BOT 

Did yon? 


© 


BLOUNT 




Weren't yon afraid? 




BOY 




IContemptwHulg.] Naa! la 
air-pins. 


in't afraide o' them 


OIRL 





Mother an' roc goes to tbe Army Shelter an' waits 
tm it's ova. 

[81] 
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BLOUNT 

Where do gou go? [To the bog,] 



To the top o' Jubilee Hill an' watch 'em — ^wfaen I 
can dodge Mother, She goes down in Mrs. Farfitt'a 
cellar— the butcher's. Stinkin' down there! Miss all the 
fnn, an' the noise scares ye! I like to be op high where 
76 can see everything. Wasn' that feller larst night a 
blinkin' coward? Wooldn' fight! Ran away! [Be- 
gretfvllg.'] I wish they'd got the blighter. 



Yon shouldn't lie oat at such a time, my little man. 
It isn't fair to your mother — or to yourself. You might 
be struck. 

BOT 

Not me! I'd dodge 'em. I'm very quick. An' the 
bombs drops very slow. 



I'm not afraid now. I nsed to be when they come 
first. But one night me an' mother ran into a shelter, 
an' the preacher was there — like you, 'e was — an' 'e told 
me not to be afraid o' the noise o' the guns. '£ said it 
was aonethin' to be thankful for an' glad about An' 
'e said I ought to thank God for every sound of a gun 
'cause it meant pertection. The greater the sonnd the 
safer we was, 'e said. So I don' mind 'em now. Wen 
[82] 
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the great big 'mis go orf ire all say, "Thank God for 
that!" 

BUHTMT 

ISmiUKg.^ The preacher was qnite right What 
shelter do yon go to? 

OIBL 

St. Bartholomew's. Nice there! Gives as corfy an' 
caikes v'ile the raid's on, and keep singin' all the time. 
Me an' mother kind o' look forward to 'em. An' we 
'ave a poetess. 

BLOUNT 

[9mUing.2 OhP 

OIRL 

Yaas. She ain't eight yet. Seven-an'-'arf. 'Er moth- 
er's in the Christmas-cracker traide. Wrote s 'ymn, all 
hy 'erself, she did. Without oo 'elp from no one. Like 
to 'ear it? 

BLOUNT 

Yes. ISiU.-] 

OIBL 

[Bectfrt.] God Is oui refuge. 

Don't be dismayed. ' 

He will protect us 

All through the raid. 

When danger is threatening 

We never need fear. 

He'll watch over the weakest 

Until the "All Clear." 
Ain't it good? 

[SS] 
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BLOUNT 

Yes. Very good indeed. 



Sickenm' ! [Laugkt deriitvelj/.^ Blioldn' silly ! 
[Sitt up on the table dangling hit feet.] 



I'll tell you of anatber little girl who is as much a 
hero as any of tbe brave soldiers fighting to defend civi- 
lization. Her name is Maggie Brice. She came in 
one night during a raid to my Relief Depot with her 
little brother of seven. Tbe mother was missing. Tbe 
two little children were homeless. After they had been 
told where to go for the nigbt the little girl remembered 
that there was a baby belonging to the woman 
upstairs where they lived that had been asleep when the 
bomb exploded. The mother bad gone ont shopping, 
and hadn't been seen since. The two little children set 
ont to find the baby bat half-way there the boy's coar- 
age failed him and he ran back to his new friends. 

Bor 
What a blinker ! 

BLOUNT 

[Smtlet at him, then conttnuet.] But Maggie went 
on, and in the dark groped about among the ruins and 
piles of bricks until she found the bahy. It was then 
too dark to venture back, so she sat nursing the baby 
in the ruins all night. The next morning she arrived 
[2*] 
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triomphantly at my Relief Depot with the hahy in her 
arms. 

CUB I. 

[Excitedly. 1 Was the baby's mother all right? 

BLODNT 

Yes. Her joy at seeing it was wonderful. 

OIKL 

What a nice story ! 

BLOUNT 

It's tme. 

BOY 

Pretty good for a girl ! I don' mind the dark. I wbh 
I was big annff to go np an' fight the blinkers. 

BLOUNT 

Bring yonr mother to my Relief Depot when the next 
raid comes. I'll take good care of yon. 

BOT 

[Shake* hit head.] Mother likes the cellar. An' I 
want to watch. I ain't afraid of anythin' them Germans 
does. 

BLOUNT 

Ah! Where does Mrs. Drind work? 



Black & Grimm's match factory. 
[23] 
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[The door opent quietly and Norah entert. She 
ctoiei the door and comet doton the ttept. She it a 
go»Hg, pale, tad woman of S5, poorly but retpectably 
dretted. She tmilet nearUy at the children and hurriet 
over to the little bed, but ttopt when the teet Blount.J 

BLODNT 

I am the rector of St. Luke's Church. May I bave 
a few moments? 

NOKAH 

Yes, air. [To giH, at the goet to the bed.] How is 
she? 

GIHL 

Been asleep a hour. Doctor caime an' give 'er soroe- 
thin'. 

NORAH 

Did she cough mach? 

oihl 
Quite a bit till 'e came. '£ says she's goin' on very 
nice, though. 

NOB AH 

Did he? 

GIRL 

[Nod*.] -She's on the mend, 'e says, if she goes on as 
she's bin goin'. 

[Arranging the covert and tmootking the ckUd't hair 
and pretting her bron and handt."] Asleep an hour? 
[26] 
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Mote 'n a hour. Not a sonnd. 

BOY 

An' ve 'ad « raid, too. 

NOBAB 

[Start* anxioutlg.] What? 

BOT 

[Nodt a^rmativelg.'] We played at "Zepps." [Jint- 
iatet.) Take Cover' Bang! Bang! Crash! She got 
killed. I was juat taikin' 'er to the morteh'r; v'en 'e 
came in. [^Lattgh*."} 

NORAH 

[Shivenng.] Why do yon play snch games? 

BOT 

Blinkin' good game ! 

[Norak looha at the clergyman, tcho tintle* at A«r.] 

BLODNT 

He doesn't seem to be disturbed by them. To him 
they just suggest a new game. [PaU the bog't head.^ 

NOBAH 

What would become of them if anything happened to 
their parents? What would become of 'er if anything 
happened to me? 

BLOONT 

[Qravely."] Exactly! The children suffer the most. 
[«7] 
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[Cut* tome bread, coven it tvUh margarine, and givet 
it to the children. Then ike givet the little girl a pen- 
ny.] Come again tomorrow evening before Mrs. Mase- 
ly goes, will ye? 

GIBL 

Yes, Mrs. Drind. 

BLOUNT 

[Givet them a coin each.'] Tell yonr mothers yon 
met me, that we beeame good friends, and that I will 
call on them. It is not a question of what religions yotu 
mothers are. All are one in protection and charity. 



All right! But Mother's a real hobstinate Methydist. 
So Father says — blinkin' hobstinate. '-Bye. [JZtin« up 
the ttept, opent the door, and lookt out.} Fine night 
for a raid 1 Blinkin' dark I 



[Shuddert, putt her armt protectinglg around the 
little girl, and tahet her to the ttept. Callt to the hoy.'] 
Yell take her to her door? 



'Course I will. Come along, "Leg^." Ta, ta ! 
[The little children run oat into the night. Norak 
clotet the door and comet down the ttept.] 
[88] 
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SLODMT 



We have a Shelter — a Relief Depot — in connection 
with St. Luke's. I should be so glad if yon woold bring 
yonr baby to as whenever the raids happen. 



I haven't been able to take her ont for weeks, sir. 
She's 'ad a cold — a bad cold. I wonldn' dare. It 'old 
kill 'er. They've lost so many babies roand 'ere takJn' 
'em out o' their warm beds into the night air. Their 
little longs cam' stand it. Pneumonia — that's what they 
gets. An' they die. Lots of 'em go that way. 



We 'ave some chamce if we stay indoors. An' we're 
below the street 'ere. 

BLOCNT 

You'd be much dafer at the Shelter. And we take 
special care of little children. Wrap her up warmly. 
Do come. 

MOBAH 

All rig^, sir. Soon as she's better. Wen we was in 
Mile End, an' she was well, I took 'er to oae once. Very 
kind they was, too. I usedn't to think much o' church. 
Father didn't 'old with it w'en we was little. I know 
more w'at it means since we went to that Shelter. 
[29] 
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BLOmiT 

I'm glad of that. 

NOBAH 

First time I weut I was just sbakin' wi' fear. The 
guns was sbootin' that loud an' farst. Wen I saw the 
people a-singin' round a bannonium wi' the bombs 
a-droppin' outside I couldn' think 'ow they could do it. 
I was most dead o' fright, an' 'oldin' 'er close to me 
breast Cryin' she was, too. Then someone started an 
'yum, "O, for a faith that will not shrink," an' I joined 
in — though me voice trembled so I could 'ardly speak. 
By the time we'd finished I didn' seem to fear nothin' 
much. Wen she gets well I'm goin' to church reg'lar. 
Father made me bitter about church. 'E didn't believe 
in nothin'; Atheist, 'e called 'isself. But I cam' be bit- 
ter about a place that was good to me an' 'er. 

BLOUNT 

Where's your husband? 

NORAH 

Killed in France these three years. 

BLOUNT 

ICommiteratinglif.'} Ob. 

NORAH 

"Gassed" 'e was, sir. 

[SO] 
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[Nodt.'] Hare yon parents living? 

NOR AH 

No, sir. They vaa mnrdered. 



The Germans mardered them, sir. Killed 'em from 
the sir. Murdered two old people. Mother 'adn't been 
out o' bed for two years. Paralysed she was. Burnt to 
death — she an' Father. 'E wonldn' leave 'er. Found 
'em together — bnmed to death. 

BLOUNT 

[Contract* kit thouldert in pain.] Horrible. 



German work, sir. The beasts! [Blount tilt think- 
ing.'] Wen I was amall we used to think 'ow wonderful 
soldiers was, sir. An' they was, too. Father took me 
w'en I was a kid to see 'em come back from South 
Africa. I can just remember 'em an' the crowds o' 
people cbeerin'. They was brave. But they wasn' Ger- 
mans. Germans ! [Maleet a move of disgust as though 
expectorating somtething foul-] They're a brave lot! 
[31] 
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Guns ain't enongh. Swords ain't enoagb. Too cleas for 
Germans, the^ are. They 'ad to find sometbin' cowardly 
an' cmel an' dirty. An' they found it Poison, that's 
what they found — poison-gas. My Lake got it My 
man died that way. Choked to death. It's a fotd death 
for brave men, ain't it, sir ? Poisoned like vermin 1 My 
Luke! On'y been married six months, sir. 'E mshed 
orf d'recly it broke oat So 'appy an' cbeerfnl, 'e 
was, sir. "Ill come back a general!" That's w'al 'c 
said. "See if I don't!" 'e said. Jast choked to death 
'e was. Sergeant they'd maide 'im, too. 'E never saw 
'et. [Pointing to the child.] A good man 'e was to me, 
sir. Never drank nothin', an' fond of 'is 'ome. Was 
lookin' forward to 'er, too. 'Oped abc'd be a boy. 'E'd 
'a' been so proad of 'er. An' everythin' goin* so well 
tiU it broke out I Too good to larst, I need to think as I 
lay awaikc o' nights thinkin' 'ow 'appy we was. An' 
so it tamed oat Too good to larst! 'Ere I am now, 
all alooe — me an' 'er. 



How much do yon earn? 



I got 'is pension — an' I maike eight shillin's at the 
fact'ry. I do pretty well. 'Cept w'en she's sick. Then 
there's doctors' bills an' med'cine. 

BIODNT 

If I coald get yon away from London into monitiDn 
work, woald yoa go? Yoa would be safer. It would be 
tS2] 
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healthier for ;oar baby. And they'd pay yon much bet- 



I tried to afore I got this plaice. They said I wasn't ' 
strong enough. They want healthy, strong people, sir. 



We have a little place in Hampshire connected with 
St Luke's where we send children and sick people from 
time to time for a week — longer if it isn't fuU. Would 
yon like that? 

ItlWAH 

I'd lose me plaice, sir. 'Undreds vaitin' for it 



We have also a committee for finding employment 
If you got really strong we might get you a good posi- 
tion under the government 



[Dully, with no enthutiatm.^ It 'odd be nice of ye, 
sir. Bat no one vants ye if ye've got a baby an' yer 
'ealth's poor. Babies 'ave a 'ard time in London, sir. 
I orFn wonder so many of 'em comes through. She 
don' seem to pick up as she should. No light or air 
much 'ere. If anythin' 'appened to 'ei I wouldn' want 
to live. She's all I got. An' so like 'im! [Her eyet 
fuU.] 

[88] 
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BLOCNT 



If yon aM willing I'll have you both sent to Hamp- 
shire as soon as there's room. There yoa'U have fresh 
air and simple good food. Yonr baby will thrive on it 



All right I An' 



[Buing."] And I will take up the other matter of em- 
ployment in the morning. 



Cruel, dependin' on strangers, ain't it? [JFutfuUg.'} 
Luke 'ad a fortnight's 'oliday every year. Wen we was 
keepin' comp'ny 'e used to taike us to the sea. Wen 
we was married 'e took me to Wales. Beautiful it was. 
An' plenty o' friends we 'ad then. Alwa's langhin' an' 
jokin' 'e was. Everyone liked 'im. An' now 'e's lyin' 
in a foreign country without a stone to mark 'im. If 
'e'd 'a' died by a bullet or a sword or a cannon, w'y 
it was w'at 'e went out to taike a charnce of. But to be 
choked by poison, oh, my Gawd! [Fiercelg-I I usedn't 
to believe in 'ell, sir. I thought it was a word to fright- 
en simple people an' children with. I didn't believe 
there was a Gawd who'd maike people suffer for all eter- 
nity, aaime as churches taught Now I 'ope 'e does. 
'E wouldn't be a good Gawd if 'e didn't I 'opes the 
[84] 
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brutes 'oo burnt my father an' mother bum theirselves, 
BO I do. An' bnrn forever. There should be a hell for 
them. Wat good does it do them to kill us poor people? 
Frighten us into maikin' peace is w'at a woman told me. 
If I 'ad my way we'd maike no peace wi' them beasts 
till the larst of 'em was bumin' in hell. I 'ope the 
wretches 'oo poisoned my 'usband is poisoned with snl- 
phni and brimstoDe as long as there's time, 

BLOUNT 

[Gentlt/.] Don't say that. 



[Fiercely.] I mean it, sir. I 'ate 'em. [ffer hand* 
clenching.] I 'ate 'em. 

BLOUNT 

We shouldn't hate. We must try to forgive them as 
He did those who crucified Him. They know not what 
they do. 

KORAH 

[Hotli/.] Oh, yes, they do. They know all right, sir. 
The man who sends them things over ns knows w'at 
'e's doin'. 'E sends 'em to murder us. An' the fellers 
w'at drops bombs on poor, starvin' old people an' babies 
knows w'at they're doin', too. An* w'en tfais war's over 
an' they're lieked, I 'ope they'll torture 'em first an' 
then kill 'em, sir. That's w'at I 'ope. An' thousan's 
like me. An' I pray to Gawd that 'e 'as an 'ell so that 
[35] 
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their wmk ma; go to everlastiiig torment That's v'at 
I pray, sir. 

BLOCITT 

Mjr poor young woman, no good con come out of bate. 



Then there's little good likely to come ont of mc. 
There's only one thing I've got to lore, sir, — my baby. 
Wile I'm with 'er, or thinkiD' of 'er, 1 believe in a good 
Gawd. I believe 'e wonldn' let no 'arm come to 'er. Bnt 
if they kill 'er . . . [She movet awag and lookt down 
at ker babg a moment, then got* bach to BUmnt.l 'Er 
poor father! Choked, 'e was, air. That was German 
woA, wasn't It, sirP Qermam! If anyone wants to 
inaolt ye 'e calls ye German now, sir. It's Uie filthiest 
word ye can nse round 'ere. The sweepin's of onr pris- 
ons are gennelmen compared to them. Whatever they've 
done, they're payin' for it, ain't they? There ain't a 
gaol in England as 'olds a man 'oo burnt old men 
an' women an' little children to death, is there, sir? 
. . . Forgive 'em! I'll never forgive 'em. ... If it 
wasn't for 'er I'd arst 'em to send me out in the woman's 
army, sir. I'd like to be doin' somethin' in the soond 
of oar gons, sir. I'd like to be near our guns. Every 
time they'd fire I'd say to meself, "There goes a dirty 
German's sonl to 'elL" I say it now w'en I 'ear oar 
gons a-shootin' at them beasts in the air. Fine work for 
men, ain't it? Droppin' death ont o' the sky on as. 
'Ow long d'ye suppose Gawd'll let 'em go on, sir? 
[86] 
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We're in Ms hands. This war ia the scourge He has 
sent to chasten as with. 



It is. And we most bear it because it is His will that 
we should. Some day it will pass — some blessed day t — 
and thongh our souls have been tried we shall be the 
richer for it. 



Bicher for it? 'Ow much richer shall / be, sir? No 
one — nothin' left bat 'er. Ad' w'ile tbere's light in the 
day I'm indoors workin' to keep even this place over 'er. 
An' every night w'en I get back I'm wonderin' if she's 
died darin' the day. An' w'en they come in the dark me 
'ead's in a panic lest they do for 'er. 1 sit 'ere, watch- 
in' over 'er, me arms aroaod 'er, waitin' for the "All 
Clear." . . . W'en them brates b beaten down so's 
they can never rise again — then it'll be "All Clear," 
Bat not till then, sir. 



Don't think I can't feel for yoa. I do. Come to as. 

We'll try to lighten yoar way. Yoa'll £nd the day 

easier and danger less difiicult to face if yoa keep saying 

to yourself, "It is His will." 

[87] 
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I don't believe it. I don't believe it. No Gawd could 
be so cruel as to let them brutes torture people as they've 
done. If there was a good Gawd 'e'd send fire from 
*eavcn to destroy 'em, an' as 'E won't we've got to. [Her 
handi clench and unclench nervoutlg.} Destroy 'em! 
That's it ! Destroy 'em ! Till none are left ! Not one ! 
The beasts! Beasts! Beasts! [Her voice fainii atoaif 
though her lips continue to move.] 



We will gladly welcome yon at onr Shelter — as soon 
«s you can bring her. [Making note in book.] To- 
morrow I will see about a little trip to the country. That 
will be splendid for you both. Keep a good heart, Mrs. 
Drind. Others are suffering too, and not a word of com- 
plaint I have not escaped. I, too, am alone, Mrs. 
Drind. The war has claimed everyone near and dear 
to me. Every one. And I say in all belief and sincer- 
ity, "It is His will." I say it from my heart. That is 
because I believe in Him. I do not permit myself ha- 
tred. It cripples. It tightens the heart. 



Mine is tight, sir. I feel like bursting sometimes 
w'en I think of my poor 'nsband and my parents. I 
got to 'ate. An' I do. 

[88] 
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BLOUKT 

[5(ufly.] Justice Is His. He will deliver as from 
our enemies if we believe in Him. He will render jus- 
tice to tbem. 

NCMIAH 

I want to see justice given 'em 



[Realitet he can no longer ptrtuade; touchei her 
gentlg on ike tkoulder.] God protect you! Good night! 

KOHAH 

Good-night, sir! 

[He goes ottt. The wind nuhet in through the door 
a* he open* it, and moan* at he *hut* it behind him. 
Norah fiT$t look* at ike sleeping ckUd, then give* a get- 
tare of great mearine**. She goei to the fireplace and 
put* the kettle on the dull fire, then drag* kertelf, groK- 
ing more and more little** every moment, to ike table 
and cut* tome bread. She trie* to eat it. Put* it doren. 
Sigh*. Goe* over to the bed and tit* betide it, looking 
down at the child.} I am not to 'ate them, my dear one. 
I'm nat to 'ate the beasts 'oo poisoned your father an' 
burned mine an' me poor mother. I'm not to 'ate the 
brutes 'oo took away from you all joy before you ever 
came into the world. An' thousands an' thousands are 
like ns to-night — all atone, facing death — through tbem. 
We'll 'ate 'em, dear, won't we? An' as long as I've 
breath I'll curse 'em. An' so will you if yon live and 
[S9] 
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grow up into 8 woman with not a sigbt to gladden your 

little tyta, not a soul near ye bnt me. We're the only 

ones near each other, dear. 

[The ckUd movet vneattljr and moant tligktlg. Norah 
tmootht the child't fnUom and maket it eatier for 
her, then drags kertelf Uttle»aly to the door and bollt 
it, pour* tome mater from the note boiling kettle into 
the cracked teapot and leaves it on the hob to dram. 
She clear* amay her hat and coat, making a place at 
the table. Faintly, from the dittance, comet the tound 
of gunt. She liitens, terrified. People can be heard 
running, and low tounda of alarm come from the 
street. The sound of the guns increases. A voice of 
authority it heard oil damn the street, beginning quiet- 
ly, groiving louder at the man pastes, and then dying 
atvay, calling in stem, admonishing tones, "Take 
cover!" "Take cover!" "Take cover!" She gives a 
little gasp, putt out the light, hurries over to the little 
bed, kneelt dotvn betide it, and spreads herself over 
the child, praying breathlessly and inoudibly. The 
gun* grom louder, ike sounds nearer and nearer. 
Explosions are heard from afar. Bapid-fire guns in- 
crease in volume until they teem over the house. A 
loud explosion come* as a bomb explodes in front of 
the house. The door is blown in, the place quivers, 
then a mass of debris pours in onto the bed, Norah 
gives a long, mailing cry, and falls away from tke 
bed. Then silence. The guns go on and on. Explo- 
sions can be heard from distant parts as the raiders go 
on on their work of dettructian. Two policemen ap- 
[40] 
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pear in the opening made bj/ the bomb. Each hai 
kit little placard, "Take Cover!" With the light of 
the lanterns fattened on their beltt thej/ move donn 
the now shaky steps."} 

FIRST FOLICKMAH 

JBst the basemeDt struck. The rest of the bouse is 
aU right 

HSCOKD POLICBUAN 

Who lives 'ere? 

FIRST FO Lies HAN 

Only a woman and her child. 

SECOND FOLICEHAN 

Perhaps she got ont in time. 

FIHST FOLICEHAN 

No fire, anyway. Better put this out. {Takes up 
kettle and pour* the water on the dull fire. It kisses in 
protest as if goes out.] 

SECOND POLICEMAN 

When they sit round the peace-table I 'ope they 
maikes 'em pay for this. 

FIRST FOUCKHAN 

Not they! Six months after the war's over they'll 
be sellin' German goods all over London. 

SECOND POLICRUAN 

Likely as not ! We brought one of 'em down. See it? 
[«] 
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PmST POLICEUAN 

An' then w'at? They'll give 'em a military funeral 
at the taxpayers' expense an' taike ns orf our regular 
jobi to keep the crowd back. An* if they're alive they'll 
be lent ap to Donnington Hall an' fed on the fat o' the 
land. 

SECOND POLICEMAN 

I'd hang 'em, oat in the open. That's w'at I'd do. 

riKST POLICEMAN 

So would any Christian. 
[During tke foregoing they have been searching through 
the ruint with the aid of their tanternt. He ftndt 
Norah.] 

FIRST POLICBU&N 

Hello! {He kneel* domn, putt the light on ker face, 
and liitem to her heart.l 

SECOND POLICEMAN 

Is she alive? 

FIKST POLICEMAN 

Don't know. {Waits.] Yes. Only just, though. 
Where's the kid? {Taking out a targe handkerchief 
and tviping anag the blood and dust.} 

SECOND POLICEMAN 

[Finds the shattered bed and turns his light on to 
a shapelett matt that once mat Norah't little child. 
Under hit breath he ejaculatet.] Oh, my Gawd! 
[42] 
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FIR8T POUCEMAN 

Done in? 

SECOND POLICEMAN 

Just a mess. 

FIRST POLICEMAN 

The dirty bmtes ! Give me a baud ! {_Theg go to each 
tide of Norah and raite ker genitg.] Get her down to 
the station. It's too far to the 'orspital. INorah opent 
her eyes and moam.] Come on, ma'am! You'll be all 
right. She's comin' to. [Moving her tlonly acroti, half 
lifted off the ground.] 

NOBAH 

[Faintly.'] Where's my haby? 



It'll be all right, ma'am. Come along! [The;/ reach 
the ttept.] 

NORAH 

My baby! Where's my baby? 

FmST POLICEMAN 

Lift her! Baby will be all right, ma'am. That's it! 



Where's — my — baby ? 
[The}/ carry her up the tteps.] 
[48] 
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Where's — my — ^baby ? 
[rfcey disappear into the ttreet. The gunt begin to 
• groto fainter and fainter, then they Hop. FootHep* 
are heard rvthing patl. Street criet. Laughter of 
children. The "All Clear!" it lounded. Faintly, 
from the dittance, at if carried in on the breeze, cotnet 
the tound of Norah't tired, frightened voice of agony.} 
I — ^want — Jny — baby. 



[44], 
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GOD OF MY FAITH 

A Plat tor PACiritrt 
Is Omb Act 
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"If the God of my Faith be a liar 
Who is it that I shall trtut?" 



[*7] 
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THE PEOPLE IN THE PLAY 



Nelson Dartbxt 
Dkuiod Gilruth 



The action pasBca in Dartrey's Chsmbeia in the late 
Spring of Nineteen Hondred and Fifteen. 

[The lowering of the Cartain momentarily will denote 
die passing of sereral days.] 



[48] 
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The curtain ditclotet a dark oaJc room. Nelson Dar- 
^azY t* teaied at a toTiting table wtudi/ing ntapt. He 
it a man in ike early thirties, prematurely tBom and 
old. Hit face it burned a deep brick colour and it 
sharpened by fatigue and lott of blood. His hair is 
tparte, dry and turning grey. Around the Upper part 
of hit head it a bandage covered largely by a black 
skuU'cap. Of over average height the man it tpare 
and muscular. The eye it keen and penetrating; hit 
voice abrupt and authoritative. An occasional flash 
of humour brings an old-time tnnnkle to the one and 
kearlineit to the other. He it wearing the undrett 
uniform of a major in the British army. The door 
bell ringt. With an impatient ejaculation he goes in- 
to the postage and opens the outer door. Standing 
outtide, cheerfully humming a tune, it a large, force- 
ful, breezy young man of tmenty-eight. Re it Der- 
MOD GiLRUTH. Splendid in phytique, charming of man- 
ner, hi* tUghtly-marked Dublin accent lends a pi- 
quancy to hit conversation. He has all the ease and 
poite of a travelled, polithed young man of breeding. 
Dartrxt'b face brigktent at he holds out a tvelcoming 

[49] 
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DARTRKT 



ISalutxng kim at he laught genially.'\ May I come 
into officer's qoarters? 

DAHTRKY 

I'm glad to have you. I'm quite alone with hcnrs on 
my hands. [He bringt Gilmth into Ike room and wheel* 
a comfortable leather arm chair tn front of him.'] Sit 
down. 

aiutOTH 

Indeed I will not. Look at yonr desk there. I'll not 
intemipt yoor geography for more than a minute. 



[FoTcet him into the chair.] I'm glad to get away 
from it. Why, you look positively boyish. 

OILROTH 

And why not? I am a boy. [Chucilet.} 

DASTSET 

What are yon so pleased with yourself about? 



The greatest thing in the world for youth and hi|^ 
spirits. I'm going to be married next week. 
[30] 
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DARTBET 

[lucreduloutljf.} You're not? 

OILRUTH 

I tell you I am. 

DAHISST 

Don't be silly. 

aiLRUTH 

What's silly about it? 

DARTSir 

Oh, I don't know. 

OILRDTH 

Of course you don't know. You have nerer tried it. 

DASTRET 

I should think not 

OILRUTH 

Well, I'm going to and I want you to father me. 
Stand up beside me and see me throu|^ Will you? 



If you want me t 
Well, I do want you to. 



All right! 

[51] 
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Yon don't mind now? 

DARTBZr 

ilj dear chap. It's cbanning of you to think of me. 

OIIACTR 

I've known you longer than anyone ever here. And I 
like yon better. So there yon are. 

DABTRET 

ILauglung.^ Poor old Dermod! Well, well! 

OILRUTH 

There's nothing to laugh at, or "well, well'' abont. 



Do I know the ? 



[Shakei hit head.] She's never been over before. 
Ererything will be new to her. I tell you it's going to 
be wondeifal. IVe planned out the most delightful trip 
through Ireland — she's Irish, too. 



[58] 
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OILRUTH 

But, like me, bom in America. She's crasy to see the 
old country. 

DARTHIY 

She conldn't have a better goide. 



[^Enthutiaitieally.^ She's beautiful, she's brilliant, 
she's good — she's everything a man could wish. 



That's the spirit. Will you make your home orer 
here? 



No. Well stay till the autumn. Then I must go 
back to America. But some day when all this fighting 
is over and people talk of something besides killing 
each other, I want to have a home in Ireland. 



I suppose most of you Irishmen in America want to 
do that? 



Indeed they do not. Once they get out to America 
and do veil they stay there and become citisens. My 
father did. Do you think he'd live in Ireland now? 
[58] 
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Not be. He talks all the time about Ireland and the 
hated Sassenacks — that's what he calls you English — 
and he nrges the fellows at home in the old country to 
fight for their rights. But since he made his forttme 
and became an American citizen the devil a foot has he 
ever put on Irish soil. He's always going, but he hasn't 
got there yet. And as for living there ! Oh, no, America 
is good enough for him, because his interests are there. 
I want to live in Ireland because my heart is there. 
[Springing »p.] Now I'm off. You- don't know how 
happy you make me by promising to be my best man. 



My dear fellow— 



And just wait until you see her. Eyes yon lose your- 
self in, a voice soft as velvet: a brain so nimble that 
wit flows like music from her tongue. Poetry, too. She 
dances like thistledown and sings like a thrush. And 
with all that she's in love with me. 



I'm dehghted. 

QILHUTH 

I want her to meet you first. A snug little dinner 

before the wedding. She's heard so much against the 

Bnglish I want her to see the best specimen they've got. 

[34] 
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[Dartreg laugh* heartily.] I tell you if yon pass mus- 
ter with her you have the passport to Kingdom Come. 
[Laughing a* teell a* he grip* Dartrxy'b hand.'] 

DAKTREY 

[At theg rvalk to the door.] When will it be? 



Next Tuesday, 111 ring you up and give you the full 
particulars. 



In church? 

OILRUTH 

Church? Cathedral! His Eminence will officiate. 



DAHTKKT 

Topping. 

OILRCTH 

Well, you see, we Irish only marry once. So we make 
an occasion at it. 

DABTBBY 



Splendid. I'll look forward to it 



[Looking at the baudage.'\ Is your head getting all 
right? 

[33] 
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Oh dear, yes. It's quite healed up. Ill have this 
thing aff in a day or two. {^Touching the bandage.'] I 
expect to be baclc in a few weeks. 

OILRDTH 

[Anxiottili/.'] Again ? 



OILRUTH 

If ever a man had done his share, yon have. 

DARTRET 

They need me. They need os all. 

GII,RUTH 

The third time. 

DABTRET 

There are many who have done the same. 

01I.RUTH 

[Shttdderi.] How long will it laat> 



Until the Hun is beaten. 

[56] 
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eiLRUTH 

' Years, eh? 

DAHTRKT 

It looks like it We've hardly begun jet. It will take 
a year to really ^t the ball rolling. Then thiogs will 
happen. Tell me: how do they feel in America? 
Frankly. 

OILRVTH 

All the people who matter are pro-Ally. 

DARTRET 

Are yon sure? 

OILKUTH 

I'm positive. 

DARTRET 

Are you? Come, now. 

OILRUTH 

Why, of course I am. 



They may be pro-Ally, but they're not pro-English. 



That's true. Many of them are not. Bnt if ever the 
test comes, they will be. 

[57] 
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[Shaleet kit head dtmbtfvUg.} I wonder. It seems 
a pit; not to bury all the Bunker-Hill and Boston-tea- 
chest prejudices. 

aiLRUTM 

You're right there. 

DARTREV 

Why your boys and girls are taught in their school- 
books to bate us. 



In places, they are. Now that I know the English 
a little I have been agitating to revise them. It all 
seems so damned cheap and petty for a big country to 
belittle a great nation, through the mouths of cbildreur 



There's no hatred like family hatred. After all, we're 
cousins, speaking the same tongue and witb pretty much 
the same outlook. 

OILRDTH 

There's one race in America that holds back as strong- 
ly as it can any better understanding between the two 
countries, and that's my race — the Irjsh. And well I 
know it. I was brought up on it. There are men to-day, 
men of position, too, in our big cities who have openly 
said they want to see England crushed in this war. 
[fi8] 
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DAHTREV 

So I've beard. It would be a sorry day for the rert 
of civilization, and particularly America, if we were. 



You can't convince them of that. They carry on the 
prejudices and hatred of generations. I have accused 
some of them of being actively pro-German; of tinker- 
ing with German money to foster revolution in Ireland. 



Do you believe that? 



I do. Thank God there are not many of them. I 
have accused them of taking German money and then 
urging the poor unfortunate poets and dreamers to do 
the revoluting while they are safely three thousand milea 
away. I don't know of many who are willing to cross 
the water and do it themselves. Talking and writing 
seditions articles is safe. Take my own father. He 
says frankly that he doesn't want Germany to win be- 
cause he hates Germans. Most Irishmen do. Bnt all 
the same be wants to see England lose. All the doubt- 
ful ones I know, who don't dare come out in the open,, 
speak highly of the French and are silent when England 
is mentioned. I blame a great deal of that on your Gov- 
ernment. Yon take no pains to let the rest of Ibe world 
know what England b doing. You and I know that 
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withont the British fleet America wouldn't rest as e&ay 
as she does to-day, and without the little British army 
the Huns would have been in Paris and Calais montiis 
ago. We know that and so do many otiiers. But the 
great maas of the people, particularly the Irish, cry all 
the time, "What is England doing?" Your goTCmment 
should see to it that they know what she's doing. 

DABTUET 

It's not headquarters' way. 



I know it isn't. And the more's the pity. Another 
thing where you went all wrong. Why not have let 
Asqnith dear up the Irish muddle? Why truckle to a 
handful of disloyal North of Ireland traitors? If the 
Govemment had courtmartialed the ring leaders, tried 
the rest for treason and put the Irish Government in 
Dublin, why, man, three-quarters of the male popula- 
tion of the South of Ireland would be in the trenches 



Don't let Qs get into that I was one of the officers 
who mutinied. I would rather resign my commission 
than shoot down loyal subjects. 



IHotlg.] Loyal? Loyal? When they refused to 
carry out their Government's orders? When they deny 
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justice to A long suffering people? Loyal! Don't 
prostitute the vord. 



lAngriljf.} I don't want I 



\^Going on vekemenlli/.} It's just that kind of pig- 
headed ignorance that has kept the two countries from 
understanding each other. Why shouldn't Ireland gor- 
ern herself. South Africa does. Australia does. And 
when you're in trouble they leap to your flag. Yet 
there is a country a few miles from you that sends the 
best of her people to your professions and they, invari- 
ably get to the top of them. Irishmen have commanded 
your armies and Ireland has given yon admirals for 
your fleet and at least one of us has been your Lord 
Chief Justice. Yet, by God, they can't be trusted to 
govern themselves. I tell you the English treatment of 
Ireland makes her the laughing-stock of the world. 



[Opent the door, then tumt and look* ttraight at Gil- 
ruth.] My head bothers me. Will you kindly 



[All contrition.'i I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to 

blaze out. Do forgive me like a good fellow. It's an 

old sore of mine and sometimes it makes me wince. It 

did just now. Don't be mad with me. 
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[The tound of a bojf't voice calling newtpapert it heard 
faintly in the dittance; then the hoarse tona of a man 
$houiing indittincilg : then a ckorut of men and hoy* 
comes nearer and nearer calling of tome calamity. 
Dabtbbt kurriet out through the outer door. Gil- 
KUTH ttandt athamed. He doet not want to leave 
kit friend in bad blood. He mould like to put thingt 
right before going. He toaitt for Dastbkt to come 
back, 

[In a fern moment* Dabtret widkt through the outer 
doorway and into the room. He it very mhite, very 
agitated, and hit face it tet and determined. He i* 

- reading the "tpecial" edition of an evening paper tvith 
great "tcare" head linet. 

[The tound of the voice* crying the nemt in the ttreet 
groni fainter and fainter. 

[Dabtret ttopt in front of Gilbcth and trie* to tpeaJc, 
nothing coherent come* from hi* lip*. He tkruttt the 
paper into Gilruth's hand* and waicket kit face at 
he read*. 

[GiLRUTH read* it once *lotvly, then rapidly. He *tand* 
immovable ttaring at the newt-tkeet. It slips from 
kit finger* and he comer* dawn, ttooping at the tkoul- 
dera, glaring at the floor."] 



[Almott frenzied.'] Now will your conntry come in? 

Now will they fight for civilization? A bandred of her 

men, women and children done to death. Is that war? 

Or is it murder? Already men are reading in New 
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York and WasbingtoD of the sinking of that ship and 
the murder of their people. What are they going to 
do? What are you going to do? 

GILHUTH 

[Creept umteadilg to the door; tteadging himtelf 
nitk a hand on the lock; hit back to the room. He 
tpeaki in a ttrange, far-off, qwiverirtg voice.] She was 
on the Lutitania! Mona. She was on it. Mona was 

[Creepi out through the ttreet door and ditappeart, 
Dartrev lookt after Attn.] 

[The curtain fatli and ritei again in a few motnentt. 
Several dayt have elapied. Dartrsy, in full uniform, 
it butilg packing hit regimental kit. The bandage hat 
been removed from hit head. The telephone bell ring*. 
Dabtret antmert it.'] 

DARTRET 

Yes. Yes. Who is it? Oh' Do. Yes. No. Not 

at all. Come up. All right. 

[Replacet the receiver and coniinuei packing. In a 
fete moments the door bell ringt. Dartrey opent the 
outer door and brings GiutUTH into the room. He it 
in deep mourning; it very mhite and broken. He 
leemt grievoutly HI. Dartrey lookt at him commii- 
eratingly. He it tentilive about ipeaking.^ 

QII/RUTH 

[Faintly.] Put up with me for a bit? Will you? 

[Dartrey jutt putt hit hand on the man't thoulder.] 

[63] 
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[GiLRUTH link* wearily and liftUiAy into a chair,] 
Sbe is buried. 



[Nod*."} She ia buried. In Eensal Green. Half an 
hour ftgo. 

DARTHKT 

{_In a nhitper."} They found her? 

OILBHTH 

[Nodt again.] Picked up by some fishermen. 



Qneenstown ? 

GILRUTH 

A fer miles outside. I went there that night and 
stayed there until — until she — they found her. [Covert 
hit face. Dartkbt putt hit arm around him and preiaeg 
kit thoulder.] I wandered round there for days. Wasn't 
so bad while it was light. People to talk to. All of us 
on the same errand. Searching. Searching. Searching. 
Hoping — some of them. I didn't. I knew from the 
first. I knew. It was horrible at night alone. I had to 
try and sleep sometimes. They'd wake me when the 
bodies were brought in. Hers came toward dawn one 
morning. Three little babies, all twined in each other's 
arms, lying next to her. Three little babies. Cruel that 
[64] 
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Wasn't it? [Waits at he tkinktj then he goet on dully, 
evenly, mith no emotion.] Fancy! She'd teen out in 
that water for days and nights. All alone. Tossed 
about. Days and nights. She! who'd never hurt a soul. 
Couhln't. She was alwajrs laughing and happy. Drift- 
ing about. All alone. Quite peaceful she looked. Ex- 
cept — except [Coper* hit eyet and groant. In a 

little tvhile he look* up at Dabtbkt and tmtehet hit left 
eye.] This. Gone. Gulls. [Dartret drawt hit breath 
in iharply and tumt a little amay.^ In a few hours 
the cuts opened. The salt-water had kept them closed. 



[Nodt.] Her bead. And her face. Cnts. Blood 
after all that time. [He clenchet and unclenchet hit 
hand* nervoutly and ftirioutly. He gett up tlowly, walkt 
over to the fireplace, thivert, then bracet himtelf, trying 
to thake off the horror of hit thoughts. Then he be- 
gins to speak brokenly and tremblingly, endeavoring to 
moisten his lipt with a dry tongue.] * 

Never saw anything to equal the kindness of those 
poor peasants. They gave the clothes from their bodies; 
the blankets from tbeir beds. And took nothing. Not a 
thing. "We're all in this," they said. "We're doing 
our best. It's little enough." That's what they said. 
Pretty fine, the Irish of Qoeenstown. Eh.' 

[DartbBT nods. He does not trust himself to speak.] 
[63] 
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A monmnent. That's what the Irish peasants of Queens- 
tovn ahould have. A monnment. Never slept, some of 
them. Wrapped the soaking women in their shawls — 
and the little children. Took off their wet things and 
gave them dry, warm ones. Fed them with broths they 
cooked themselves. Spent their poor savings on brandy 
for them. Stripped the clothes off their own backs for 
them to travel in when thej were well enough to go. And 
wouldn't take a thing. Great people, the Irish of Qneens- 
town. Nothing mnch the matter with them. A monn- 
ment. That's what they should have. And poetry. 
{^Tkinkf for a little nhile, then goet on.] Laid out the 
bodies, too; jost as reverently as if they were their own 
people. They laid her out And prayed over her. And 
watched with me until she was put into the — Such a 
tiny little shell it was, too. She had no father or mother 
or brothers or sisters. I was all she had. That's why 
I buried her here. Kensal Green. She'll rest easy 
there. ]_He walltt about dittractedlif. Suddenly he ttopt 
and miik hit hands extended upward* at if in prayer, 
he criet.l Out of my depths I cry to Thee. I call on 
yon to curse them. Curse the Prussian brutes, made in 
Your likeness, but with hearts as the lowest of beasts. 
Curse them. May their hopes wither. May everything 
they set their hearts on rot Send them pestilence, dis- 
ease and every foul torture they have visited on Your 
people. Send the Angel of Death to rid the earth of 
them and their spawn. May their souls bum ii^ bell for 
all eternity. [Quicltly to Dahtket.] And if there is a 
God they will. But is there a good God 
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that sach things can be and yet no sign from Him? 
Listen. I didn't believe in war. I reasoned 
against it I shouted for Peace, and thousands of cra- 
vens like me. t thought God was using this universal 
slanghter for a pnrpose. When His end was accom- 
plished He would cry to the warring peoples, "Stop!" 
It was His will, I thought, that ont of much evil might 
come permanent good. That was my faith. It has gone. 
How can there be a good God to look down on His 
people tortured and maimed and butchered? The 
women, whose lives were devoted to Him, defiled. His 
temples looted, filled with the filth of the soldiery, and 
then destroyed. And yet no sign. Oh, no. My faith 
is gone. Now I want to murder and torture and mas- 
sacre the foul brutes. . ■ . I'm going out, Dartrey. In 
any way. Just a private. I'll dig, carry my load, eat 
their rations. Vermin! Mud. Aehe in the cold and 
scorch in the heat. I will welcome it. Anything to 
stop the gnawing here, and the throbbing here. {^Beat- 
ing at hit head and heart."] Anything to find vent for 
my hatred. [Moving rettlenly about.] I'm going 
through Ireland first. Every town and village. It's 
our work now. It's Irishmen's work. All the Catholics 
will be in now. No more conseientious-objectiug ! They 
can't. It's a war on women and little children. All 
right. No Irish- Catholic will rest easy; eat, sleep and 
go his day's round after this. The call has gone out. 
America, too. She'll come in. You watch. She can't 
stay out She's founded on Liberty. She'll fight for It 
You see. It's clean against unclean. Red blood against 
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black filth. Carrion. BeasU. Swine. [Dropt into a 
chair mumbling incoherently. Take* a long breathj 
looici at Daktrzy.] I'm selling ont everythiDg at home. 



Why? 

OILRUTH 

I'm not going back. I'm bringing everything over 
here. England, France, Russia, Belgium, Serbia — they 
can have it. All of it. They've suffered. Only now 
do I know how much. Only now. [fiercely.] I want 
to tear them — tear them as they've torn me. Aa they 
mangled her. [Gntg hit teeth and clam* mitk his fin- 
ger*.} Tear them — that's what I want to do. May I 
live to do it. May the war never end until every dirty 
Prussian is ratting in his grave. Then a quick end for 
me, too. I've nothing now. Nothing. [Get* up again 
nearitjf and dejectedly; all the hlaeing patiion burnt 
out momentarily.'] This was to have been my wedding- 
day; our wedding day. Now she's lying there, done to 
death by Huns. A few days ago all youth and fresh- 
ness and courage and love. Lying disfigured in her little 
coffin. I know what you meant now by wanting to go 
back for the third time. I couldn't understand it the 
other day. It seemed that everyone should hate war. 
But you've seen them. You know them. And you want 
to destroy them. That's it. Destroy. . . . The call is 
all over the world by now. Civilization will be in arms. 
... To hell with your Pacifists. It's another name for 
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cowards. They'd lose those nearest them; the hononr 
of their women; the liberty of their people — and never 
strike a blow. To hell with them. It's where tbey 
should be. I was one of them. No more. Wherever I 
meet them I'll spit in their faces. They disgrace the 
women they were born of; the country they clsim. . . . 
To hell with them. 

nARTRCT 

[Trie* to soothe Aim.] You mnst try and get some 
grip on yourself. 

OILRUTH 

[Hit fingers ceatelettly locking and unlocking.l 
I'll be all right. It's a relief to talk to yon. [See* the 
preparations for Dartkky's departure,] Are you off? 



Yes. To-night. 

aiutuTH 

I envy yon now. I wish I were going. But I will 
soon. Ireland first I must have my say there. What 
will the "Sinn Feiners" say to the Lutitania murder? I 
want to meet some of them. What are our wrongs of 
generations to this horror? All humanity is at stake 
here. I'll talk to them. ... I must They'll have to 
do something now or go down branded through the gen- 
erations as Pro-German. Can a man have a worse epi- 
taph? No decent Irishman will hear that; every loyal 
Irishman mnst loathe them. . . . I'll talk to them — soul 
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to sool. . . . Sorry, Dartre;. Yon have yoar own sor- 
row. . . . Good of you to put up with me. Now I'll 
go. . . . {^Qoet to door, ttopt, takes out vallet-l Just 
one tiling. If it won't bother yon. [Tapjnng tome pa- 
pert.^ I've mentioned you here. If I don't come throngli 
— see to s few things for me. Will you? They're not 
much. Will you? 

nASTRCT 

Of coarse I will. 



[Simply,^ Thank yon. You've always been decent 
to me. . . . Dartrey. To-day.' You would have been 
my best man — and she's 

DARTRET 

[Shaking him by the ihouldert.] Come, pull up. 



I will. I'll be all right In a little while I'll be along 
out there. I hope I serve nnder yon. [Gripi hit hand.] 
Good-bye. 

DAHTRET 



Keep in touch with me. 



All right. [Pattet out, opem and clotet the outer 
door behind him and ditappeart in the ttreet. Dartret 
retumet his preparations.] 
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Portraying tbe meeting of a man and a woman in 
the waiting room of an isolated railwaystation. 
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The waititig-Toom U old, »ha,hhy and neglected. It 
theltert but fern and hat little of greeting. 

Rough benche* are placed againtt iti crude watli on 
which are the remnants of faded time-tablet, govern' 
Tnent announcementt and rewardt offered by the 
auihtiiritiet for the detection of time-old crimtnalt. 

In the centre of the room there it a ttove with a pipe 
running up through the roof. Betide it are Itoo rough 
tvooden chairs. A dim, banked-in fire it burning 
tullenlg. 

Ttvo faint gat-jett on each tide of the door opening on 
to the platform feebly light a portion of the room. 

It it the mott tileni time of night. 

There it only the gentlett tound of rain pattering on 
dead leavet heard through a broken nrindow. 

A WOMAN, wrapped clotely in fur*, comet in tlowly 
through the door and, without looking around, goet to 
the ttoDe and limplg and noitelettly drams up a chair. 
She tinkt tlowly into it, titt back and clotet her eyet 
in faintnest or languor. 

Time pattet with no sound but her fitful breathing. The 
movemenit of her body tuggett that the is crying. A 
slight moan comet from her Upt. It it low, feeble. 



detpairing. 
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Out of the darknett a man riset from a corner and 
listens. He it ihrouded in a heavy ultter, the ctdlar 
turned up concealing the lomer part of hit face. 

At the moans continue he nalkt tlonly over to the 
noman and standt, honied, peering doien at her. JJe 
putt hit hand out hetitatinglg and timidlg touchet 
her. 

She doet not ttart; jutt lookt up at him dully with 
neither fear nor tnterett. 



Don't do that. [She tkivert and movet tlightli/ to 
that her face it turned from him.} 

Deep in trouble, aren't ye? [She doet not tpeah.} 

So am I. [StUl the ii tUent.} 

Yet there is nothing can have made yon suffer as I 

am suffering nov. Is there any eomfort in that? 

[Her thouldert contract at if through cold; he opens the 

door of the ttove; a faint flicker of flame Ughit up 

her face. She it quite young; rvhite and tear-stained. 

At the man ttoopt down to mend the fire mith an 

implement he it teen to be rugged, powerful and patt 

middle-age. His voice it that of an educated man: 

hit manner, although dittraught, it courleout and 

gentle.] 

The wind euts tonight And the rain! I heard 
nothing until yon opened the door. You didn't drive 
up? [She ihaket her head."] 

Walked? [She nod*.] 

Across the moor? [Again the tigni 'yei-'} 
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So did I. [Shiven.] 

It's anklet eep in places. [Looki at her booit; 
kneelt. take* out hit handkerchief and wipei ikem.'\ 

THE WOMAN 

[Withdrawing them.'] Oh, don't. 



All right [Riie§2 waiti; the doet not tpeak."] 
Lost yoxa way? \_She thaket her head.] 
Yoa have not conae for a train? [She nodt.] 
You'll have a long wait. [She turns away impa- 
tiently.] 

I'll go out on the platform if you'd rather I did. 
[She thaket her head at though it mere a matter of 
indifference to her. He continues to look damn at 
her, yearningly, ditcouragedly. Convinced finally he 
it not Tvanted he toftly creeps back to the corner and 
huddles in the dark, covering hit eyet Kxth his hands.] 
[The woman looks up and listent: misses him from be- 
tide hers lookt around slowly, glimpsing into the dark 
cornert. The man is breathing heavily inward; hit 
body quivers with suppressed sobs. She rises, goes 
over to him and stands looking down at him. Follow- 
ing a compassionate impulse, she touchet him on the 
shoulder. He drops his handt quickly and springs 
up.] 

THE WOMAN 

Why do you cry? 
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THE MAN 

To g«t relief. Just as you did. As yoa are doing. 

THE WOUAN 

Doet it relieve yon? 

THE MAN 

Xo. Does it you? 

THE WOMAK 

Yes. 

THE HAN 

There are mUliona of women crying at this moment 

■ Because they've loat someone. Someone dear 

to them. Have you ? 

THE WOMAN 

Yes. 

THE MAN 

The tears that are being shed — by women. It 

eases their grief, As children. Children and 

women cry so easily. And forget so aoon. 

When men weep their sorrow hardens. Tears hurt 

them. They scald. They are unbearable. 

Wheo they cry they have reached the end. 1 have. 

THE WOMAN 

[Gentltf tdket him hy the tleeve and leads him to the 

ftre. She movet a chair t« front of it and motiont 
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him to lit. She dram up the other chair and linkt 
into it.'] 



TeU me. 






THK HAN 


May I? 






TCIE WOMAN 


Do. You've 


lost some one? 




THK MAN 


Tea. 






THE WOMAN 


Your wife? 





THB MAN 

Years ago. That's healed. 

THE WOMAN 

Your son? 

THE MAN 

[Fehementlg.] My son, brother, play-fellow, confi- 
dante — all in one. 

THE WOMAN 

^Nodding underttandirtglg.1 I know. 

THE MAN 

IDittractedlg.'] All in one. Gone. Lost. Rot- 
ting. Ob-h-h ! 
{^Swaging a$ he moant. After a ttrhUe he goet on 

fiercets-'] 

What a hnddling, shuffling, choking thing life is. The 

more we love, the more eagerly we bruise and maim and 

gibe and scoff at and tease and tear the one we love. 
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We do. Propinquity does that. We're 

ashamed to be affectionate all the time. The snb- 

consciouB brute in ns. The instinct that drives os 

to hurt those ve woald give the last breath in out bodies 

to tave from hnrt. That's onr heritage. All the 

sina of all the ages have left their lees in oar brains. 
— —All the foulness of centuries is sown in the infant 

and it ripens and throws out its rancid growth. 

From them come the murderers and brutes and ruffians 

who butcher. And yet they prate of Free- Will! 

Of carving our destinies! Oh, we can carve them. 

But when we reach a certain point the 'throw- 
back' in ns presses on the thumb of fate and it turns 
downwards and drives us its way. We are driven from 
within. And we hurt — hurt — always hnrt 

THI WOMAN 

Sometimes the thumb of fate points upwards and 
we love. 

THE U&K 

The stronger we love the more we bruise. 



Did yon? 

THK UAN 

God forgive me. May the good God forgive me. As 

I look back I see I did. Yes, I see it I'd put my 

hands under his feet to walk on yet I'd refuse him some 

little wish that meant present happiness to him. 

Death makes all things clear, even to the living. 1 
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see it. Yes, I see it. — — I tended him as a baby 

when bis mother died. — — I sat night and day with 

him when he was ill. Companioned him as he grew 

year by year. And all the while I was a tyrant. 

1 wanted him solely to myself. Jealous of all who 

came near him. Next to his God his country. Be- 
fore all else — save his God — his country, Better 

a clod of earth on yonr native land than a prince in any 

other. Be the humblest outcast in your own country 

rather than possess millions and renounce yonr birth- 
right. Always that Loyalty. Service. Live 

your life m and go to death for — your country. — ■ — ■ 

And he listened eagerly. He agreed readily. 

Little did I know I was shaping the weapon that would 

cut off our lives. They're cut off. Ended. 

The weapon has cut surely. Why should you have 

to listen to this. [Biting.] 

THE WOMAN 

Go on. [Waitt."] I want you to go ml 



[Beat* hit forehead mith the back of hit hand; titt.^ 
When he went to school I relearnt the lessons of my 
youth so that I might share in his little mind. Every 

step of his university-life I kept pace with. He 

followed all my well-beaten roads. Everything he 

enjoyed I made myself like. 1 adapted my tastes, 

my habits, my life to his, 1 was wrong. Lives 

must develop <Uone — apart. When they grow to- 
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gether you reap the whirlwind. Cut off one and the 

survivor has nothing left Unfair to both. 1 

•was unfair. To him. To myself. I am 

ponisbed. Affection made me a despot, a slave; 

father, brother, twin — in thonght, in work, in play — 
in death — [Hit head droop* at hit handt clench 
tightlf."] In death. ^ 

THE WOUAN 

How did he dieP 

THE MAN 

Following my teaching. For his coontrj ! 

THE WOHAN 

[Shivering and contractingJ] I see. Oh yes. 

I see. 



The body I had urged him to strengthen; the brain 
I had helped him to discipline; the loyalty I had in- 
stilled ioto him since he could first understand — I 
sent it all — to — what? To end in — just three 

words: — "Killed in Action!" And I am left. 1 

wanted them to take mc. Look at me, [Springt 

up, ttraightening hit potperftU figure."] I'm strong as 
he ever was. I don't tire. I've never known fatigue. 
I could lead men. I could terve too. My organs are 

sound. My limbs whole. My brain keen. But no. 

I've lived too long. By a few years. Just a few years. 

So I was not wanted. And I, the tyrant, followed 

as a slave the boy who had glorious youth to offer in 
[82] 
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the sublime adyentnre. Followed as a dog — at — 
heel. From camp to camp, I watched him straighten 
and bronze and move as a machine. I saw the first 
gleam in his eye of the desire to kill. Heard the new 
note in his voice aa he spoke the abrupt word of com- 

mand. At the dock as be went aboard the troopship 

he said, voice clear and eye-shining: — "Father, at last 

I can terve!" I had not taught him in vain. 1 

had sent him to serve and to die. 1, useless, live. 

Unfair, eh? Unjust, isn't it? But isn't it nnjnst? My 
few years conld mean nothing. He was just at the 

bud. letters from the ship. From huts. From 

the trenches. Accounts of attack. Sometimes retreat. 
Now bnoyant. Now uncertain. But always the glory: 

"I serve !" Now he stands clean and bright and 

holy before his God. "Pretent!" he cried, when his 

name was called. ^Aye! "I served and died, my 

God, for You and my country." And he sleeps 

lightly in a shallow grave under a white cross in the 

land he went to save. "He served sod died." The 

epitaph of millions. 

THE WOMAN 

[In a ttrained, hoarte eotVe.] When was he killed? 



Weeks back. The news came tiiis morning. — — ■ Only 

this morning. Yet I seemed to know it. For 

days. Nights. Long interminable nights. 

1 felt he was trying to speak to me. And I 

strained to listen. At times I'd call out to him. 

[88] 
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I wonder if be heard? He must have heard !- 

And all those days he was \ying in his narr 

place, and I only knew today. {^Wearily. "} 

I couldn't stay tbere. No. Not where he was 

bom. Where he ^ew; and ripened. Everything was 

of him. The whinny of a pony seemed to wail: 

"Master's gone." The shrinking, red-eyed servants 

mute and piteous. Their lips seemed to phrase, "He's 

gone!" To-night, — just before I came away — his 

dog thrust a hot snout into my palm and whined. His 
eyes were frightened, entreating. He seemed to knoir, 

So I pitied him, And killed him. He'd 

have died of grief. Better a bullet He's at peace. 

Dropped without a cry. He's lying there as 

if asleep — paws out — head on them. At peace — s» 

most I be, My work's done. ■■■— I want to rest 

[Sight tiredly.'] 

THE WOMAN 

[Her eyet dittended.] Is that why you came here? 



[Nodt.^ My last journey. I never thought to see a 

living being again. Then you came in, Yoa cried. 

It seemed no one had the right to cry before a grief 
like mine. So I spoke to you. I told you nothing could 
make you suffer as I was suffering. Wasn't I right? 

THE WOMAN 



[Vehementlt/.'] No. Indeed — No. 

[81]. 
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THB UAN 

[Incredulouilg.] You thinlc your sorrow greater 
than mine? 

THE WOMAN 

Indeed it is. 

THE HAN 

{Impatienllg.} Ah! 

THE WOMAN 

Yon have had years with your boy. Yon watched 
him grow from a baby to yonth — to manhood. Always 
beside him. Yon shared all those years with him — 
happy. You have them to look back on. Yon have the 
remembrance of a full life. 

THE MAN 

Remembrance! It is life to woman. It makes it 
full. It is agony to me. It leaves mine empty. 

THE WOMAN 

There are millions of empty lives that will fill again. 

THE MAN 

Mine won't. It's ended now. 



THE MAN 

It's finished. Done. My work's over. I'm going 



to find peace. 



[85] 
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TRK WOUAK 

[£a^rljr; her eget ihining.'\ I'm going to find 
pcftce, too. 

TBI MAN 

You'll find it in life. You're yonng. On the border. 
The years stretch before yoa. They're behind me. 

THE WOHAK 

[Breathleitly.] They're behind me too. My life is 
buried, too, onder a little white cross. 

THK MAN 

[Gloimng.} In France? 

THE WOMAN 

In Palestine. My love is buried in the shadow of 
Nazareth. He, too, died to save mankind. 

THX HAN 

Your buaband? 

THE WOMAN 

Yes — my husband. For a month. Just a month. 
[He ikiven.] He was mg playmate, my confidante, my 
I^rd, my all. There has never been a day since girl- 
hood that be has not been with me or in my thoughts. 
There has not been an act of mine he did not influence. 
I have lived only for him — for the time we could be 

together always. He could not have lived without 

me. I can't without him. The news came to me 

today. So / — came — here. 

[86] 
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[Thinkt: then tooJct at her. In horror.'] What train 
did 70a come to meet? 

THE WOMAN 

The midni^t-express. 

THE HAN 

IBreathlesilg.] It doesn't stop. — ^ [Z» a nhU- 
per.] It — doei — not — ttopl 

THE WOMAN 

I know. 

THE HAN 

[Looking piercingly into her eget.'] Not — that! 

THE WOHAN 

[Unflinching.'} Yes — that. 

THE HAN 

It would be horrible. 

THE WOHAN 

Why? 

THE HAN 

For me? Whst matters. I'm old. But yon — 

THE WCWAN 

My life is baried with my lore in the Holy Land. 
[87] 
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THX HAN 

But can't yon see — ? 

THE WOMAN 

I join him tonight. Wherever he is I am going to 

THC UAH 

[Boughlj/.} I won't let 70Q. 

THE WOltAN 

[DuUg.] Very well. Stop me — here. I'll do it 
somewhere else. 

THE HAN 

[Moaning and muttering.'] The only thing. She's 
right. The only thing. 

THE WOMAN 

It's why you're here. 

THE MAN 

Yes. 

THE WOMAN 

An accident — they'll say? 

THE UAN 

[Nodi."] It was in my mind, too. 

THE WMJAN 

The thumb of fate is pointing down, fellow traTeller. 
[88] 
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[FatnUy fn the distance can be heard the screech of the 
train. She leant against the door, momentarily meak.'] 

THB MAK 

[Hoarselg, beside her.] Don't do it. 

THE WOHAH 

[Faintly.] I must. [Rallying."] I'm right now. 
Give me your hand, fellow traveller. [Catches his 
hand. The whittle toundt nearer.] 

THE MAN 

Are yon afraid? 

THE WOMAN 

[Firmly.] Ko. It will be just a leap in the dark. 

THE HAIT 

[Nods.^ A leap in the dark — then peace. 

THE WOMAN 

[Kneeling, hands clasped, looking upward.] Oh Thon 
who lookest down on ns all, who knows our hearts curse 
the wretches who brought this waste of grief on mankind. 
May their power wither from this earth. May they be 
accursed even to the third generation. May their rulers 
perish by the hand of Justice. May their followers 
groan under the yoke they placed on Your people. May 
their hearts ache with misery until their people is purged 
through expiation of their foul crimes. Curse them, oh 
my Lord. Curse them, [Rises.] 
[89] 
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[Hoarteli/.) Amen. 
[TAe mhittle tounda nearer.'] 

THE MAN 

Beady? 

THE WOMAN 

Yes. [The Man putt hi* hand on the knob of the 
door; the Woman look* upward* ruppticatingli/.'] May 
God have mercy on us. And He will have mercy on ns. 
Won't he? 

THE MAN 

Of course He will. [Laugh* har*hl!/.} There are 

fools who say the suicide is damned. Put apart. 

God's outcast. 

THE WOUAN 

[Her teeik chatter and her body thivera with fear of the 
Unknown. With a *cream; *haking and chattering.'] 
God's Outcast! Suppose it's true? Oh, my God! 
Suppose it's true! If I were put apart! Never to see 
him ! Never to see my beloved for all eternity ! [Goe* 
on muttering and moaning incoherently.'] 

THE MAN 

[Roughly.] Stop that. We've suffered here. Heke ! 
Haven't we? 

[90] 
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THE WOMAN 

IHstierictdtg.'i I couldn't bear that I couldn't bear 
it! Never to see bin). Never to be near him. [Looking 
upnard, crying out frantically. 1 Help me to live, that 
I may join him. Help me to lire — to live — [The 
teream of the train it heard quite aear. The Man putt 
kit hand violently on the handle of the door. Gripi 
him.] Don't do it. [Breatkletily.] You'll be apart 
Apart — for all eternity! Don't! [Holdt Aim.] 
The train dathet through; the mhittle icreaming; the 

iftarht friym the engine and the lampi in carriage* 

flaihing paH the mndom; the room tremhUng and 

thaking from the vibration. 
Faintly in the distance can he heard the mhittle — 

Then tilence. 
Thx Woman m leaning againtt the door. 
Thk Man it peering out into the Jarkneit through the 

broken window. After a nhile he tumt away and 

looki down at her. 

THK MAN 

It wasn't because we were afraid. Was it? 

THE WOMAN 

No. We were afraid to live. 

That's it. It takes courage to live. For ut. 

Yes. That's it. We were afraid to live. 
We mustn't be. [Shivert.] I won't be. 

THE MAN 

[Thinking.'] It would be horrible to be apart 
[91] 
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THZ WOMAN 

{Awed.} Horrible! For all eteniit?. 

THK HAN 

{With new reiolve.'] All right It will need 

courage All right. [Suddenlg.'] I can't go back 

there. 

THE WOMAN 

Nor I. [Thinking.'] Not there. 

THE MAN 

The next train ttop*. 

TUB WOMAN 

111 wait for it 
She mearUy drami up a chair and titt ttating into the 

fr,. 
Th« Man creept nottelettlg hack to the comer and titt 

huddled tn the thadonni. 
After a nhiie the Curtain thutt them out of tight. 



^■■: 



[921 
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